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Yea, for thy sake are we killed all the day long: we are counted
as sheep for the slaughter.

Psalms 44:22
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Chapter One: Artist Statement

“There is no life higher than the grasstops
or the hearts of sheep, and the wind
pours by like destiny.”

‐Sylvia Plath

On his death bed, as I held a painting above him for him to see, my father told
me that it was beautiful, and he never before, until that moment, had any hope for
me as an artist. Now, however, he was pleased. He could have phrased it better,
perhaps, but his speech was going, and he was wracked with pain from cancer.
After his death, I attempted to recreate the beauty of the moment with the painting,
but such things are transitory, embodied not in any physical object but possessed
only in moments soon relegated to memory.
Since my father’s death, I have dreamed of him ascending to heaven, god’s
dutiful sheep. But the question remained, “Why would the shepherd relegate his
flock to such an end?” Perhaps, the sheep, unknowing, unseeing, were being led
astray. No. Maybe the shepherd was vengeful. No. In the end, I believe that the
sheep are a sign that not all prayers are answered.
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I sought words to explain my thoughts. Some came, in the form of poems,
many on which this body of work is based. The poems, fictional metaphors for the
questions I was left with, construct a world where death is the purview of the
goddess Luna and her immortal man like sheep headed guardians, shepherding the
human flock toward their final destiny.
I dreamt of my father, the one person I have ever met, despite his many
faults, most deserving of the heaven I was taught about as a child. Despite being
raised in a religious environment and having studied religion extensively, I fell away
from the faith of my youth, and have too many unanswered, and possibly
unanswerable, questions concerning it. Still, I dreamed of ascension, my father, and
the terrifying, terrified sheep.
The work here collected is the result, in physical form, of the past year of my
life. For me, art has often been a coping mechanism, and through my grieving
process this body of work has taken many forms and constantly changed. Painting
on panel allows me to adapt to this perpetual morphing, to sand through old
paintings and old ideas, and to create anew. This destruction of old paintings led to
a more refined approach where, after painting opaquely for a few layers, I sanded
the painting, and then glazed thinly back on top of the damaged foundations. Some
paintings show more sanding than others. My dreams permeate each of these
paintings, questioning, disturbing, revealing to myself as I seek a higher idea.
Inadvertently, possibly, the sheep and my father have combined forces, and perhaps
one day, I will find god, ascending to him at the end.

6

“The days of our years are three score years and ten, yet is their strength
labor and sorrow, for it is soon cut off, and we fly away.”

‐Psalms 90:10
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Chapter Two: Formative Experiences

My artist statement, presented on the two pages above, is a brief introduction
to my work, serving to highlight many things and touch upon many subjects in few
pages. However, it cannot capture the full struggle and experience I have worked
through to create my present body of work. Nor can it touch upon each academic
and life experience that has brought me closer to realizing my goal of becoming an
artist. The following pages also attempt to do so, but they are muddled and often
confused, even contradictory in places. They are my interpretation of my work, and
artists often are horrible interpreters. They do however show what I am looking at,
what things interest me, and what things of which I have been made aware of and
employed in my art up to this point.
I have known for most of my life that I wanted to be an artist. My earliest
memories include the day my kindergarten teacher asked me what I wanted to be
when I grew up. She had a sheet of paper with coloring book images on it, and a
blank ready to be filled in with what ever her students wanted to become. I
answered “artist,” and there she neatly printed my determination. I have often
thought I was stubborn or unrealistic in seeking such a life, as my talent or
convictions often did not seem up to the task. Rarely has my life lived up to the
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colorful and naïve manner I filled in those coloring book pages when I was so young,
sitting Indian style in the floor with a crayon wedged into my hand.
This paper hopefully fills in the gaps between my work and my
understanding of my work. Fundamentally, my paintings are my raison d’être, if one
wanted to speak eloquently about it. Existentially, the way I think about them, and
the objects they become, are the only way of coping with life, with my myriad
struggles with truth, fashioned falsehoods, and forgotten lies.
While art, in the form of drawing in pen and pencil, has been part of my life
since elementary school, I am relatively new to painting. I dabbled in acrylic in high
school, but did not take my first formal class in oil painting until four years ago. I
immediately fell in love with the medium, and, though I work in others from time to
time, I prefer the smell and feel of oil to any other art media. However, my voice
was muddled and confused, and rarely could I conceive of an image to paint that
was not horribly convoluted. I felt like I had no message, no meaning, in my work,
and thus forced meaning into them. This over‐concentration of meaning, which
perhaps was my response to the old masters whom I love, stifled my creative
abilities, and I could not create anything that stood up to the level of creativity and
craftsmanship I desired. I was an angry and disillusioned youth, too eager and too
little studied.
My anger, oddly, was comingled with my loves. I hated religion, but loved
god; I hated myself, but loved others; I was angry with society but loved being social.
I was confused and self‐loathing. I needed focus, and lacked it utterly.
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My childhood, which exposed me to beautiful things, such as the poems of
Dickenson, Poe, and Tennyson, and presented to me religious artworks from such
masters as Leonardo and Michelangelo, also exposed me to horrible things that I
could not help but dwell on: the squalor of farm life, the poverty of our neighbors, a
sadistic grandfather whose name I cannot utter, and, potentially most damaging for
myself, a religion unable or unwilling to modify itself to fit its professed message of
love. My family, though they would have used other words to describe it, was part
of the dying breed of country gentry: we lived in a large ancestral home‐place on the
remnants of my forebear’s farm. My father took me outside at a young age to meet
some neighbors who were asking for wood from a barn we had just torn down.
They were dirty people, with strong accents and a foul odor. My father told them
they could have all the wood they wanted, for free. As they drove away in their
ramshackle truck, my father bent down and told me, “those people are different
from us. They are what you call low class. We are what you call upper middle class.”
I didn’t understand then what he meant. He asked me then, if I knew what was
wrong with people who were low class. I answered, “They are dirty.” My father, a
stoic and nearly emotionless man his entire life, took my hand, pointed his finger in
my face, and sternly said: “No. There is no difference between them and us. They
are people, just like us. There is nothing wrong with being low class. We are more
fortunate, that is all.”
My father, an armchair philosopher in the most serious sense, constantly
reading Marcus Aurelius, Aristotle, or Einstein, developed his own moral code, and
taught it to me through out my childhood. Unfortunately for myself, his moral code
10

included something his father, my sadistic grandfather, prohibited him from
participating in as a child. My father, an agnostic, insisted I attend church as often as
possible. I took to it whole‐heartedly.
I believed everything that was preached from the pulpit at the evangelical
church I attended. Jesus watched us every moment of every day. Whenever we did
something he did not like, we were told to imagine that we ourselves were nailing
him to the cross, blood splattering us in the face. I was literally terrified to cross this
loving saint who had died for me. I experienced a “moment of salvation,” as my
church called it, and was baptized in my great grandmother’s creek next to the
church a few years later. I had washed away my sins, I was going to heaven, and I
was loved by god. My church, however, warned me that Satan would constantly
attack me and try to drag me to hell. I made drawings of crosses on hills, of men
reading bibles, and castles in which I could protect myself from evil. These
drawings filled notebooks numbering in the dozens.
As I grew up, I realized Satan was attacking me. Each Sunday at church, I
began noticing the boys my age more and more, and noticed the trend in school as
well. I had few friends as a child, I likely seemed odd and eccentric to most of my
classmates; while they gossiped I doodled sinking ships and castles on fire and
spouted off random historical facts that I had seen on the History Channel the night
before. However, though I lacked friends, I knew that I wanted to be friends with
many of my classmates around me, and most especially the boys. They were rude,
and arrogant, but possessed a strange quality that was, in hindsight I know, that
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they were pleasing to look at. I was in the eighth grade, and was drawing drowning
people, capsized ships, and lighthouses in storms, when I realized that I was a
homosexual. I cried violently for months after my parents went to bed. I tried to
make myself not be this most hideous of Satan’s creations. I believed that I was
going to hell and that no matter how many times I was baptized or saved, Jesus
would reject me. At church, I was taught the words Jesus would say to the damned
as he sent them to hell: “Depart from me, I know you not.”1 I feared those words
being spoken to me, and I prayed earnestly. I dared not share or tell another soul,
for everyone I knew was a Christian, and I would have been mocked before the
congregation. I knew well the punishment2 for being homosexual, and that though
they could not carry it out, I dreaded what they would substitute.
Around the age of seventeen, I experienced a crisis of faith, or as my church
would call it, I backslid. I knew I had not chosen to be gay, and had prayed earnestly
that I would be healed. Nothing came of the prayers, and I could no longer accept
that a loving god would create me only to damn me. Thus, I broke with the religion I
had professed my entire life. I did not do so publically, however, as this would have
resulted in negative consequences. I stopped drawing castles on fire, and instead
drew them in splendor, flags unfurled in the wind.
1An amalgamation of verses:

Matthew 7:23: And then I will profess unto them, I never knew you: depart from me, ye that work
iniquity.
Luke 13:27: But he shall say, I tell you, I know you not whence ye are; depart from me all ye workers of
iniquity.
2

Leviticus 20:13: If a man also lie with mankind, as he lieth with a woman, both of them have
committed an abomination: they shall surely be put to death; their blood shall be upon them.
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It was around this time that I began to notice art outside of that which I
created, or that I could find in books at home. I felt sorry for Monet, for he only saw
color and foliage. I felt even more sorry for the abstract artists, for they could see
nothing at all. I felt revulsion at Picasso, for I felt he had ruined art. I felt relief,
however, when my high school art teacher showed me a book of Vincent van Gogh. I
had seen Starry Night on coffee cups my entire life, but never understood it. I felt a
connection to him and his work. He was from a religious environment, as well. He
had grappled with it, and ultimately lost.3 I felt the same future for myself.
As I grew, I noticed how people reacted to homosexuals in my hometown. IN
Sunday school, we were asked to sign a petition to the local school board requesting
them to fire a bus driver, who had no other complaints against him, other than his
neighbors learned he lived alone with another man. My best friend in high school
came out immediately after graduation, and it caused a small scandal that resulted
in him moving to another state suddenly, without my being able to tell him how I felt
as well. My best friend at my church talked about his parents wanting to put up a
sign in front of their house stating that their neighbors, two women, were living a
sinful life and that parents should keep their children away. A girl younger than me
wrote a paper spouting hatred against homosexuals for her English teacher. The
rejection, though not targeted at me, as I was laying low, affected me greatly. I
became aware that god was apparently not on my side.

3

Wallace, 10‐29
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Chapter Three: Death and Transcendence

As I moved to college, I found a vastly different environment only thirty miles
away from home. Homosexuals were tolerated, some even embraced. Anti‐
homosexual rants were few and far between. Professors taught me about Duchamp,
whose art I did not understand, and renaissance painters, like Titian, whom I
adored. I fell further away from religion, and eventually fell away from god. I
became an atheist. I had lived my entire life truly believing in a higher power, and
had built my entire emotional and philosophical framework around that belief.
Now, I had to start over. An early attempt at rebuilding was reading the works of
Albert Camus and Friedrich Nietzsche. Words like these enthralled me:
“There is but one truly serious philosophical problem and that is suicide.
Judging whether life is or is not worth living amounts to answering the
fundamental question of philosophy. All the rest  whether or not the
world has three dimensions, whether the mind has nine or twelve
categories  comes afterwards. These are games.”4

4

Albert Camus. The Myth of Sisyphus.
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“For, confronted with morality (especially Christian, or unconditional,
morality), life must continually and inevitably be in the wrong, because
life is something essentially amoral. … Morality itself  how now? Might
not morality be “a will to negate life,” a secret instinct of annihilation, a
principle of decay, diminution, and slander  the beginning of the end?”5
It was not until the death of my grandmother that I began to question my
position as an atheist. I could not go back to being a Christian, that much was
certain. But atheism was too absolute, too disagreeable to my conscious. My
grandmother, whom I call Mamaw, was a central figure in my childhood. Always a
Christian, but not as absolutist as the church I grew up in, Mamaw had a temper and
an ability to bend the rules to a positive outcome that younger generations seemed
to lack. She was wise and had a sharp wit. When she died, it changed my entire
family, but they all took great comfort in the manner in which she spent her final
minutes. Under constant care and supervision, Mamaw was left alone for a few
minutes while my mother, her daughter, went to the bathroom. When they found
my grandmother, who had not been able to move under her own strength in days,
she had climbed out of bed, thrown off her heavy quilts, thrown off her oxygen
mask, and arms outreached toward heaven, she had died at the foot of her bed. This
was proof positive to my family that god had called her home. Instead, I felt it was
inspirational, but not proof. Regardless, it inspired my poetry.

5

Friedrich Nietzsche. An Attempt at SelfCriticism.
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I had written for many years, but nothing noteworthy until I began the Luna
poems, a series of ten poems where Luna, the moon, is the goddess of death. In the
first of these poems, I wrote:
A room abandoned. She ascended here.
Tell me, Luna, if you were awake on that day,
Did she speak to you as she passed by?
Or after millions of travelers have you learned not to answer.

Luna, thou ancient creature guarding our nights
and obliterating the stars,
did you see, through a crack, perhaps
as she reached upwards toward you?

She did, you know, for we saw.
She ascended, she reached, she pulled
upwards herself, grabbing at the unseen.
Before her body fell.

Did she join you, Luna, and the stars?
Will you keep from us this secret
out of your own volition?
Or rather, do you have any secrets to hide?

16

The poems have a root in mythology, and some theology, but were largely
written from an atheist or agnostic point of view. After Mamaw’s death, I began to
heal my wounds with god, and began reading about deism, agnosticism, and
Aristotle’s unmoved mover:
“It is clear then from what has been said that there is a substance which is
eternal and unmovable and separate from sensible things. It has been
shown also that this substance cannot have any magnitude, but is without
parts and indivisible…. It has also been shown that it is impassive and
unalterable…”6
I became fascinated with how the unmoved mover worked and functioned,
and I believe parts of it were incorporated into my poetry. Luna took on aspects of
not only her Greek counterpart, being a ‘far winged’ goddess, but also aspects of the
unmoved mover. As she was dead, she could not act, nor move of her own accord.
The only thing she did that was not like Aristotle’s definition was that, at one point
at the creation of the world, she had been alive and capable of movement and self
determination, and that she, in her present state, held no thoughts.
During this time, my artwork had begun to take a more serious anti‐religion
turn. I painted anti religious scenes, such as a painting of the Virgin Mary gossiping
about the woman from Samaria that Jesus met at a well. Such things were contrived,
and I found little interest in them once the idea had been laid out. My poetry was far
ahead of the paintings, but they stood largely apart.
6

Aristotle. Metaphysics. Book XII, Chapter 7, lines 39 – 47.
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The year my mamaw died, my father’s health began to turn. The following
spring we finally convinced him to go to the doctor. During this time I was writing
more of the Luna poems, and making unremarkable paintings that I quickly painted
over or destroyed. That year, 2008, I traveled with a group of students to Scotland
for a study abroad program, only a few months after my father was diagnosed with
cancer. It was his wish that I go on the trip, though I had offered to cancel. He kept it
from me that the doctor told him he would die while I was in Scotland. While
abroad, I was able to visit the National Gallery of Scotland, in Edinburgh, where I
saw three paintings by Raphael.7 They were the first old masters paintings I had
ever seen in person. I wept openly in front of them as they firmly established my
love of Renaissance art. I was in Scotland for a month, and went back to the gallery
as often as I could to see them.
My father lived far beyond the doctor’s diagnosis. He didn’t even begin
showing major symptoms of the disease until late in 2009, almost two years after
the diagnosis. However, once his downhill decline began, it was relentless. My
father, alone amongst my relatives, had never been a Christian, and during my crisis
of faith and examination of religious options, his religious questions served as a
support to mine. An amateur religious scholar himself, he provided great insight to
my questions concerning many matters of religion. After he died, I found well over
one hundred works of academic scholarship on religion on a bookcase in the back of
his closet. He had highlighted interesting passages on nearly every page. Despite

7

Images one, two, and three.
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his early insistence that I grow up in a church environment, he freely criticized the
form of Christianity I had practiced, when he felt the need to do so. He always
pointed out whenever the church did not follow the most fundamental of Christ’s
teachings, which we both held to be the Beatitudes:
Blessed are the poor in spirit: for theirs is the kingdom of heaven.
Blessed are they that mourn: for they shall be comforted.
Blessed are the meek: for they shall inherit the earth.
Blessed are they which do hunger and thirst after righteousness: for they
shall be filled.
Blessed are the merciful: for they shall obtain mercy.
Blessed are the pure in heart: for they shall see God.
Blessed are the peacemakers: for they shall be called the children of God.
Blessed are they which are persecuted for righteousness' sake: for theirs is
the kingdom of heaven.
Blessed are ye, when men shall revile you, and persecute you, and shall say
all manner of evil against you falsely, for my sake.
Rejoice, and be exceeding glad: for great is your reward in heaven: for so
persecuted they the prophets which were before you.8
The semester before his death, I took a course in the painting techniques of
the old masters, and also a course on abstract art. Taking two classes that seemed
so disparate, I felt, was a logical way of dealing with the two classes. When I was
8

Matthew 5:3‐12
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frustrated with one, I planned on working on paintings for the other. However, in
one painting in particular, the two classes merged. In the old masters class, I was
painting a Leonardo da Vinci, the same painting I held above my father and which he
called beautiful. With a large book of da Vinci’s9 sitting around, I felt I should
manipulate one of the paintings in an abstract manner. I painted the angel Gabriel
from the left hand side of Leonardo’s Annunciation.10 I painted the angel in my then
typical non‐old masters style, mixing gesso into a charcoal under drawing to form a
detailed under painting, and then painting in oil over it. I left the area around the
angel blank, so it was a white gesso ground. I had recently become fascinated with
the work Mark Rothko, which was a complete break from my dislike of abstraction.
His massive canvases with squares and rectangles painted in multiple layers
fascinated me11. The size of my angel painting, only 30” square, was nothing in
comparison to the size of paintings by Rothko. Rothko felt his works were a
representation of the totality of human existence, and with their size and how close
the artist wanted the viewer to stand in relation to his works (as close as six inches
away, so that the entire sight of the viewer was taken over by the massive painting),
not to mention the emotional responses people have in front of them, he apparently
came close to achieving it. One must confront the painting, rather than participate
with it.12 I knew that my small painting could never recreate something like that.

9

A book I owned, I also checked out the same, but oversize, version from the library

10

Image four
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Image Six
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Anfam, 90
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However, I was fascinated by his style, so I took what I could learn from looking at
pictures of his paintings, and painted my own version of a Rothko over my angel.13
It obscured the angel, darkened it, but gave it a sense of profundity that one cannot
quickly explain. This was the beginning of my body of work, with layering oil layer
over layer. I had not yet stumbled upon my full method of working, but it was
beginning. But before I could realize it completely, or perhaps I could not realize it,
my personal life came crashing down. My father’s illness had finally caught up with
him. A child of older parents (my parents were almost 40 years old when I was
born), I knew from an early age that they would die when I was still young.
However, I had not realized that day would be quite as soon as it ended up being.
On his deathbed, which he had lain on for months, slowly losing the ability to
speak and move, my father accepted Christ with the whole family and a pastor
surrounding him. I saw this, like many other things in my life, as a two fold event. It
was both a comfort, knowing that if his god was true, he would find comfort after
death, and also as a betrayal of our earlier relationship. He had always been the
person who stood apart from my religious surrounding, but understood it the most.
In the end, he surrendered to it. I have yet to fully understand both the significance
of the event, or my own reaction to it.
My father’s illness took its most serious turn after Christmas in 2010, and for
the next several months, through all of that semester, and into the summer, I slept
only a few moments at a time, as I spent the night with him each night before
13

Image Five
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returning to school the next morning. His pain was such that he needed to be moved
every fifteen minutes, and his medication came every hour. I had to do all these
things for him at night, so my mother could do it in the morning after sleeping. I
have never recovered from the sheer exhaustion of not sleeping for more than six
months. It was the most taxing and demanding thing I have ever done in my life,
and all aspects of my life were changed because of it, but I would not have avoided
it, because of my great admiration for my father.

22

Chapter Four: The Sheep

After his death, I began dreaming of sheep. Last summer, only a few months
after my father’s death, I touched a sheep on its forehead. It suffered my hand for a
few moments and then backed away to the rear of its pen. Its fur was harsh like
steel wool, not at all the fluffy cotton ball I had expected. It was just as well, for they
are not the creatures I had expected. Despite my childhood on a farm, and in a
farming community, this experience, at the Gray Station Fair, was the first time I had
ever touched a sheep. This was, however, months after the dreams of them began. I
have not dreamed of their hollow eyes or terrified expressions in several months,
and hope to be done with the dream sheep forever more. Their influence, however,
has been profound. I do not fully understand them. Left with no other alternative, I
began painting them.
The sheep appear very much as they do in my paintings. Hollow eye sockets,
black empty space. They stand about, dirty wool, sometimes sooty, sometimes
bloody. Always they stare directly at me. They seem compressed, flattened into a
tight space, almost painfully so. They never make a sound, and seem to swirl around
me in a dark brown‐gray‐red mist, like a bad drug experience from a B rate movie.
My first painting of a sheep14 came three weeks after my father’s death. In my notes,

14

Image Seven
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I have it dated to July 2010. The image is painted with raw umber, one of my
favorite paints to work with, white, ochre, and grays. I used a lot of medium and
solvent to blur the background and make it run and drip, in part because I liked the
effect, but also because it better conveyed the nature of the sheep: their terror, and
terrifying presence. I painted the image on the spot my father died, in the living
room of the house in which I grew up. This was a disturbing experience in and of
itself, as the room had changed dramatically several times that year. It had always
been a deep all encompassing 1970s dark brown: walls, carpet, and ceiling all
various shades of one essential hue. But the couches and recliners, idyllic reminders
of a healthy middle class past, had all been moved to make way first for my father’s
bed, since he could not make it up stairs, and then finally for his hospital bed, since
eventually he could not move at all. I read Psalms 23 to him the night before he
died, though he was in a coma. I struggled through the words, both knowing the
comfort that it would bring my family and potentially my father, and knowing the
discomfort it would cause me:
The Lord is my shepherd; I shall not want. He maketh me to lie down in
green pastures: he leadeth me beside the still waters. He restoreth my
soul: he leadeth me in the paths of righteousness for his name's sake.
Yea, though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death, I will fear
no evil: for thou art with me; thy rod and thy staff they comfort me.
Thou preparest a table before me in the presence of mine enemies: thou
anointest my head with oil; my cup runneth over. Surely goodness and
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mercy shall follow me all the days of my life: and I will dwell in the
house of the Lord for ever.
The day he died, everything changed again, suddenly the beds were gone,
dismantled and thrown away, the couches made their return, and I spent the day
throwing away diapers and bed sheets, flushing morphine down the toilet, and
polishing my mother’s chandeliers until they gleamed. I felt like an unconscious
child led around the house, meaningless actions formulated by another: like a
solitary sheep following its master. After the funeral, and the visits by neighbors
and my father’s friends, I moved into the house with my mother to give her some
company. I slept on the sofa five feet from where my father died. I painted the
sheep there, simply because it was the only part of the house not full of furniture or
bags of plastic cups and plates from neighbors. I moved my easel in and turned out
the first sheep painting.
Hardly from the first person to consider sheep as an important art subject, I
am only part of a long list of humanity that found sheep interesting. Sheep have
been a powerful motif in art, literature, and culture for millennia. The Psalms, found
in the Hebrew Scriptures, or Old Testament to Christians, are songs, or poems,
written in Hebrew. Psalms is a collection of 150 of these poems which achieved is
present form during the second temple period, sometime after 515 b.c.e.15 Psalms
23, quoted at the beginning of this chapter, portrays the narrator as a person in the
roll of a sheep, which is taken care of by the good shepherd, the Lord of the Hebrew
15

Frick, 446
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people. The narrator relaxes in green fields, is given peaceful bodies of water to
enjoy. Most importantly, however, the shepherd leads the dutiful sheep in paths “of
righteousness, for his name’s sake.” He directs his life, for the good and prosperity
of both the follower and the repute of God. This is hardly the only place sheep are
mentioned in the Bible, both Christian and Jewish, since they were an important
trade animal in Palestine throughout its history. Sheep also appear as symbols
throughout the Bible, such as in the book of Revelation:

“And I beheld, and loe, in the midst of the Throne, and of the four beasts,
and in the midst of the Elders, stood a Lamb as it had been slain, having
seven horns and seven eyes, which are the seven Spirits of God, sent
forth unto all the earth. And he came, and took the book out of the right
hand of him that sat upon the Throne.”16

The Agnus Dei is an important motif throughout what would become western
culture, since at least the time of Christ. Agnus Dei, the “Lamb of God” is Jesus Christ
as sacrifice for humanity’s sins. Agnus Dei is often painted simply as a single sheep,
either bound by the feet or standing triumphantly. One of my favorite examples of
the former is Zurbaran’s Agnus Dei17, from around 1635. Painted on canvas,
approximately 15 inches by 24.5 inches, this painting is sometimes simply titled “A
Lamb,” but the second title, an English translation, does not fully understand the
16
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amount of religious scenes painted by the artist, nor the fact that the sheep in the
painting has horns.18 The painting depicts a sheep bound with all four of its feet tied
together beneath its body. It sits on a ledge, possibly a symbolic representation of
an altar. The sheep’s face is difficult to read, as emotive power is present, but both
sadness and less troubled emotions are present. Another image exists containing
nearly the exact same sheep minus the horns in Zurbaran’s The Adoration of the
Shepherds, from 1638 in Grenoble.19
The famous and earlier Ghent Altarpiece also contains an Agnus Dei, in the
center panel on the inside20. This particular panel denotes the second coming of
Christ, with the saints in attendance and the Lamb, representing salvation and the
passion of Christ, and the fountain of the water of life.21 The lamb here is presented
standing on an altar, with a fountain of blood sprouting from its chest.
Sheep have also featured heavily in more modern poetry, though many times
they drew upon the earlier religious conventions. One example is William Blake’s
poem The Lamb.
Little Lamb, who made thee?
Dost thou know who made thee?
Gave thee life, and bid thee feed
By the stream and o'er the mead;
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Gave thee clothing of delight,
Softest clothing, woolly, bright;
Gave thee such a tender voice,
Making all the vales rejoice?
Little Lamb, who made thee?
Dost thou know who made thee?

Little Lamb, I'll tell thee,
Little Lamb, I'll tell thee:
He is called by thy name,
For he calls himself a Lamb.
He is meek, and he is mild;
He became a little child.
I a child, and thou a lamb.
We are called by his name.
Little Lamb, God bless thee!
Little Lamb, God bless thee!22

In this poem, William Blake is using the conventions of Christian theology to
construct a simple and charming poem about god’s love for humanity. God, ever the
proper shepherd, clothes his flock, feeds them, cares for them. All he asks is that his
flock remembers who it is that is god. Additionally, he elaborates on several
22
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characteristics of sheep that are also part of what most people today think of them,
especially in popular culture and children’s toys: sheep are soft, wooly, tender
voiced, childlike.
Throughout much of history, sheep have been an excellent animal to portray
when looking for examples of willingness to be lead, to follow, and for gentleness.
The are also believed to be somewhat dumb, stupid even, and will often do what the
rest of the flock does even if it is dangerous. They follow blindly. Religion could find
few animals whose behavior is better equipped to be a role model for expected
human behavior. Sheep do not question, they do not rebel. They follow blindly. The
sheep in my paintings are not expected to be happy sheep, following a benevolent
leader. They are animals who have been led astray, possibly abandoned at the
moment they most needed direction, and are suffering for it. They are poster
children of warning.
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Chapter Five: Process: Recycling Damage to Make New

My process and techniques began to change rapidly the semester after my
father died. My interest in oil paint has been profound and unchallenged by other
media since I was introduced to it at E.T.S.U. I have experimented with many other
forms of paint, from acrylic, watercolor, and even cheap craft paint of the kind found
at box marts. However, none have provided me with the satisfaction of oils. I
alternated from time to time between thick layers bordering on impasto to thin
glazes, and continue to do so in my current body of work, but in a more controlled
fashion.
I originally completed under drawing in charcoal and then mixed that with
gesso for all of my works, either sketchy or complete renderings, before I began the
final oil layers. I found this process illuminating but frustratingly slow. During
2009, I began making my under paintings with charcoal and gesso. I would draw
the image in vine charcoal, which, with its light and airy composition, afforded me
the ability to wipe away mistakes with a rag in seconds and start again. Then, after
the image was drawn, I would use white gesso to work into the charcoal, creating a
toned image complete with darks and highlights. The gesso was important to use for
these under paintings, since it seals the substrate against the later oil paint and adds
extra protection for my panels, unlike regular white acrylic. Plus, the ability to go
from under painting to the first oil layers in a single day thrilled me.
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This technique ruled my paintings until this last semester. Eventually,
however, I found even this faster way of working to be too slow. I have always
found speed to be rewarding. Thus I eliminated the traditional under painting
entirely.
Beginning with the piece titled Cenotaph23 from my current body of work, I
began sanding into panels rather than adding paint to them. The catalyst for this
movement came due to my interest in using two smaller panels that my father had
helped me build near the beginning of my education in painting. Both of these
panels had in the past played home to multiple paintings. One had been a self ‐
portrait, then a religious scene, then a portrait of my mother. The other had been
religious painting, and then a painting of political subjects. I joined the two together
in the middle with a piece of wood, and sanded into the old paintings, removing
much of their upper surfaces and blending layers and the base gesso coat into one
surface. The top layer of paint stood next to a bottom layer of paint in a strange
wounded polka dot pattern. This fascinated me, and led to my current production
means. After sanding the two panels, I painted the whole new diptych black, with
very little medium, and then sanded it once dry. This added new depth to the old
paint that had only been color. Then, I began painting an image, in the case of
Cenotaph, two large sheep heads, in moderately thick paint, about half paint half
medium, and then covering the whole of that with a very think glaze of raw umber.
After that had dried, I sanded them down into the panels and reworked the image
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again. After several sandings and the addition of new paint, I coated the whole
painting in one final coat of raw umber and then varnished the finished piece.
I have continued to work in this way, and develop the technique. In Gnostic24,
I painted the complete image, sanded it down, painted another image, sanded it
down, etc, until I reached a finished state. Originally Gnostic was a painting of my
father, which was sanded until worn, then a thin glaze of raw umber was painted
over the whole, followed by three sheep heads, similar to the sheep heads in
Cenotaph, were painted on top of the figure. They were then sanded, glazed, and
three allegorical figures were painted on top. The whole panel was then sanded,
and glazed. Between various layers of oil and glaze, in no specific system or
organization, are layers of intermediate gloss damar varnish, which helped even out
tones and provided an easier surface for paint application.
This evolution of painting style has not occurred entirely by chance, even
though a certain amount of chance and random experimentation led to it. In
retrospect, I realize the sanding process is akin to, but not as craft‐like as, antiquing
a craft object. It makes the image look much older, worn, and damaged as by the
passing of time. This hearkens back to old masters style paintings, which, though
they were never meant to look this way, have been worn and damaged through
aging. Additionally, the various layers of glaze and varnish provide a deep gloss
shine to the paintings. It is very difficult to take a photograph of the paintings
without great manipulation of the environment and lighting. This, I feel, is due to
my great love of dim lights and candles. As a child, I was fascinated by fire, and
24
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candles became my preferred lighting apparatus in my teenage years. Even now, I
prefer candles over electric lights, and buy cheap religious seven day candles in
mass to light my home when the mood and lack of convenience allows. Although I
always knew candles would not be an option in a gallery setting such as at E.T.S.U.
for very many practical safety rules, I always had it the back of my mind that I would
like the paintings lit from the sides by candles in sconces. It is excruciatingly ancient
of me, but it is one of my quirks. With the glazes and varnish, the paintings would
shimmer in candlelight, and the low light would it very difficult to make out specific
details. This would, I feel, mimic the effect of, say, a crucifixion scene hung in a
monastery such as the Crucifixion by Zurbaran which hung in the Dominican
monastery of San Pablo. Concealed behind a grill in a small chapel off the sacristy,
the painting was difficult to see due to the inability of the viewer to get close to it
because of the grill, and the dimly lit chapel25. Not only did the painting look like a
real figure because of its environment (a quality I admire but do not seek to
emulate), it evoked emotional responses due to its darkly painted surface and dim
candle lit setting. In my paintings, I seek to evoke an emotional response, and,
through the sanding which prevents detail and creates a finished piece that when
viewed in a contemporary gallery with full electric lights recalls the ancient
paintings that inspired me in my youth.
Additionally, it is my belief that the sanding, and thus the worn appearance of
the painting, speaks of the wounds and pain suffered through the loss of my father,
and is a unifying aspect of the painting, one that viewers can relate to through their
25
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own memories and emotions. The building up of layers and sanding them down
also stands as a sign of my constantly changing ideas and hopes for my B.F.A. show
that were subsequently crushed or reevaluated over the years.
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Chapter Six: Ascension

My paintings, like the techniques I have used to create them, have gone
through many transformations. The first painting of my B.F.A. show completed is
titled Cenotaph26, and is an example of the transformations the paintings went
through. It is so named because, to me, it is a memorial piece to my father. The two
panels that make up this painting, joined together into a sort of diptych, were built
by my father with my assistance. They were originally intended for a self portrait in
my intermediate painting course, but became a great many different paintings over
the years. The left panel was once a horizontally oriented one‐off painting of
political figures I greatly disliked stringing up a small child for execution between
two trees at nighttime. Elements of some of the figures and the moon are still visible
beneath the layers of new paint. The right hand panel was a portrait of my mother
that was never finished. I sanded through both of those paintings, joined them
together in the middle with a 1x2x4 board, over which I placed a strip of decorative
dentil molding, and then built a frame around it the entire assemblage. I painted the
panels black, sanded through the black and built up the sheep above the sanded
layers. After the sheep were finished, I glazed the whole panel multiple times with
very thin glazes of raw umber. Eventually, I sanded into the sheep heads themselves
lightly, before varnishing, glazing, and varnishing several more times. Originally, the
26
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frame was stained a chestnut color, but before hanging my show, I opted to paint all
the frames black.
The painting also contains two other elements: two crests and two lines of
text. The most notable being the two crests above the sheep’s heads, slightly off
center of the individual panel they are painted on. I created a stencil for the crests,
since I’m rather dreadful at painting symmetrical shapes. I painted over the stencil,
allowing my brushstrokes on the outside of the stencil to form the edges of the crest.
I then filled in the heraldic crest with a red field and three white chevrons, forming
half of my father’s family crest. The family crest also includes three birds, however,
I opted to leave the birds omitted because of my wish to create something that
looked broken. The family was broken by the death, thus the crest should reflect
that.
The lines of text in the painting occur just above the sheep heads. They are
two separate lines of text, and are the only lines on my paintings that do not come
from my poetry. The text line over the left sheep is “Be Still and Know that I am the
Lord.” This is a quotation from the Bible, but has been edited by me. The original
passage, Psalms 46:10, reads in its entirety, “Be still and know that I am God: I will be
exalted among the heathen, I will be exalted in the earth.” I changed the name of god
from “God” to “the Lord,” as in English the word Lord has multiple meanings, where
as God has far fewer. I felt that Lord was more appropriate, as my father’s memory
had reached such an exalted state amongst his immediate family, and the Singleton
family in ancient times were lords of a manor. The line of text appearing over the
right hand sheep reads “Plant your hope with good seed.” This is a line from a song
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called “Thistle and Weeds,” by the band Mumford and Sons. The song was one that I
listened to very often while painting this body of works. The context of the line is:

Spare me your judgements and spare me your dreams
Cause recently mine have been tearing my seams
I sit alone in this winter clarity which clouds my mind
Alone in the wind and the rain you left me
It's getting dark darling, too dark to see
And I'm on my knees, and your faith in shreds, it seems

Corrupted by the simple sniff of riches blown
I know you have felt much more love than you've shown
And I'm on my knees and the water creeps to my chest

But plant your hope with good seeds27
Don't cover yourself with thistle and weeds
Rain down, rain down on me
Look over your hills and be still
The sky above us shoots to kill
Rain down, rain down on me

But I will hold on
27
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I will hold on hope

I begged you to hear me, there's more than flesh and bones
Let the dead bury the dead, they will come out in droves
But take the spade from my hands and fill in the holes you've made

But plant your hope with good seeds28
Don't cover yourself with thistle and weeds
Rain down, rain down on me.29

This example is the first time that I had allowed text or poetry of any form
show through a painting. I had often written in my paintings, near the base layer,
directly on top of the gesso. The paintings are often spiritual objects, or at least
possessed of a unique importance that should be indicated by further human
involvement or dedication, thus I write in a great number of the paintings I do.
However, usually the writing is covered by paint early on in the painting process,
and Cenotaph was the first time that I allowed the text to remain near the surface. I
varnished over the text, and then glazed over it several times before varnishing it on
last time before the show, thus, though the text is legible, it is not noticeable, and I
had several viewers become excited about reading it after walking past it a number
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Lyrics taken from “Thistle and Weeds,” from the album “Sigh No More.” Copyright Mumford and
Sons 2009
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of times without noticing it. It was an element that I enjoyed so much that I included
it in nearly ever painting for my show, in different levels.
The second painting to be finished for this body of work is titled Gnostic30,
due to the amount of hidden meaning and ‘secret knowledge’ that is drawn from my
poetry. The Gnostics were an ancient religious group that existed from before
Christian times, but eventually adapted into a form of Christianity. Their elders, or
elect, possessed secret knowledge concerning the nature of the cosmos, knowledge
they allowed few to gain. Even today, it is not known for certainty exactly what
they believed. In regards to my painting, the use of the word Gnostic becomes a
means of expressing in one word what is difficult to express without a paragraph.
Gnostic was originally a panel painting of my father from fall 2010. I painted
him in repose, ascending into heaven31. He was wrapped in a sheet that was
whirling about him, forming a sort of halo above his head. This painting was
originally executed in a manner I worked in before my current techniques, with a
full under drawing in graphite that was varnished before painting in oil. I never
completed the painting of the figure, as conversations with various family members
made me realize that the painting would be emotionally disturbing for any relatives
that attended my show. I had used pictures of my father in his casket as reference
images, and it became apparent that the level of realism I was working towards
would have upset many people. Thus, I set the painting aside and worked on others
for a few months.
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Later, I changed the painting drastically. The image as it currently exists
draws most heavily upon my poem Luna IX:

Humanity is death, discord, and destruction,
wrapped in a thin blanket of barbarism.
Created in god's image, we never realize
the fatalistic beauty of our lives.
Luna calls us away from her gifts
in time. She gave us, before her demise,
passion, hate, vulgarity, and sanctity,
but not revenge.
Woman wisdom measured out intuition
and a little intellect, but not enough
to discern our own madness.
The tetragrammaton toiled for an age
in the stone and flowers.
Seven days and we were created
moon, sky, and flesh.
Then he stepped out on a smoke break.
We have been left here whirling about
this sea of planets. Left, not abandoned.
As Luna picks us off, one by one.
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In the painting, three figures, modeled loosely on one of my favorite
historical paintings: Raphael’s The Three Graces32, stand in the center. Only the
central figure looks at the viewer. The painting is an allegorical image of the trinity
of deities in my poetry. Luna, the moon goddess, is the central figure, with white
pupils and a moon halo. The Tetragrammaton33, the figure to the right of Luna,
passes judgement on her. The left figure is Woman Wisdom, looking away from the
condemned, but signaling her agreement with Luna’s actions by her hand placed on
Luna’s shoulder. Luna’s actions, or her sins, were taking from Woman Wisdom a
small amount of wisdom, knowledge, and awareness, and giving it to humanity. In
her actions, she is a sort of Prometheus, giving the fire of knowledge to man. Luna,
called the far winged goddess in Greek mythology, stands in the center with her
overly long arms grasping a staff and a branch of a tree. The staff is refinement, the
branch carnality. The Tetragrammaton carries a spear in one hand. The
Tetragrammaton and Woman Wisdom both hold spheres in their hands, which have
dual meaning: they can both be seen as a primal sort of Platonic solid, and also as
the eternal essence, the divine spark, which the Gnostics thought was somehow lost
throughout creation at the moment of creation, and that part of which dwelt inside
mankind and was returned to the creator at death.
Luna’s judgment, and subsequent punishment, made her what she is in my
poetry. She went from being an immortal goddess, the member of the trinity
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Tetragrammaton is a Greek term meaning a word with four letters. The Jews used this term
instead of the name of god, which they weren’t allowed to speak outside the temple, which had long
since been destroyed. In my poetry, it becomes a symbol of the male identity of god, where as the
other two members of the trinity are female.
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charged with watching over creation and recording each event in detail, to
becoming death. Her essence became part with the moon, which she was connected
to in life due to her status as watcher. Since she is death, and is dead herself, she has
guardians (angels, shepherds, unknown), who carry out her purpose for her.
The figures in Gnostic were painted on top of three sheep, one in the center
and the other on either side of the center. Only the one of the left side is plainly
visible, but all three remain in some state, coming through the layers of glaze and
varnish. The sheep were heavily sanded, where as the figures themselves were not
sanded as heavily. Like most of the rest of the paintings, the figures were painted in
gray and glazed over in raw umber.
The painting Transubstantiation34 was painted on a twin panel to Gnostic.
Transubstantiation is the transformation of the host, the bread and wine, into the
body and blood of Christ during mass. In my painting, transubstantiation becomes
the transformation of the human body into dead flesh, and the return of the divine
spark to the creator. Also, the idea of transformation from one state of being to
another, without the religious overtones, can be read, which was intended.
This painting started as a white gesso ground on panel, onto which I painted
a widely varying background of black, red, blue, and flesh tone in great abstract
swaths. I did not want to create another image with a hidden subsurface painting
like with Gnostic. Thus, the abstract first layer, once painted over in black and then
sanded, became a layer onto which I could paint and carry on the technique as seen
in the first two paintings. I used reference photos of a friend for the image on the
34
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right, and Google image search images for the figure on the left. The sheep head
came from an anatomy book I own which happened to have sheep anatomy images.
The figure on the left is one of Luna’s Guardians, a man like creature who wears a
sheep’s head on his face as a mask. He is standing looking at the figure on the right,
an unidentified human male youth. They are either conversing, or participating in a
pre‐death ritual transformation of the youth into a higher state of being.
This painting uses the least text from my poetry, simply ideas from my head
from which I have not created a poetic work. Like Gnostic, it too was painted on
three sheep heads, the most visible one of this painting is the center.
After painting these large paintings, I wanted to create something smaller. I
went back to the original sheep head I painted after my father’s death. I felt that I
needed to have individual sheep heads as part of my show. I created three, all the
same size (but significantly smaller than the other paintings in my work) and all
portrayed a sheep head in the same position of the original sheep head. I titled them
Thus Saith the Lord: Like Sheep Unto the Slaughter. The first of the three of these
sheep heads I painted, which I subtitled Number One35 is painted on a black
background, in gray, with a multitude of raw umber glazes on top of the sheep,
darkening and obscuring much of it. The sheep in these three paintings are all very
similar, painted from the same reference photo as the majority of the other sheep in
my show, yet each one has its own voice. As individuals, and as smaller paintings,
they became isolated from the larger paintings, and isolated in regards to other
visual elements, which made them more difficult to be ignored. They are almost
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portraits, peering out at the viewer in their terror. Number Two36 was painted with
grays and running drips of alizarin crimson, sanded and coated in raw umber glazes.
Number Three37 was painted on a background of phthalo blue, my favorite, which
had been wiped with solvent and a rag after being allowed to dry for a few hours.
The sheep was painted in gray, and then glazed with raw umber.
While working on all of the above paintings, I was also working on another
painting. The Lost Mystic38 is a self portrait, taken from the closing lines of my poem
Child:

Wandering into the woods, my feet cold against the earth.
The sun never tops the trees in the fashion
I remember from my youth.

This painting is another that my father helped me build the structure for. It
is a panel of plywood, wrapped in canvas. I painted a self‐portrait on the panel for
my figure painting class, but decided, after my father’s death and because of the
emotional importance I placed on the panel, that it should be part of my show. Small
vestiges of the original painting can be seen upon close examination, such as a foot
in the bottom right hand corner. I sanded into the original painting, then painted
the whole panel black. Upon this I painted two sheep heads, and where the third
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should have been, I painted myself, back turned to the viewer, wandering into the
darkness. The self portrait, because of its relation to the other sheep, and the
repeated three sheep in the other two large paintings, can be seen as myself as a
sheep. The background originally was mountains, but that changed into a forest,
and then finally into a dark almost featureless void, with a bit of sky at the top. I
sanded the canvas so thoroughly between layers that its weave disappeared, and in
many places looks like wood. Like all of my paintings, I used a power sander on this
one, and that had consequences for the canvas, as I torn through some places with
the sander. These places, one large one on the middle right, and several smaller
ones on the left, I filled with acrylic medium, which glued the canvas back down to
the panel, preventing it from shrinking or expanding. It also gave the panel the
appearance of being wounded. I see this painting mainly as myself, working
through the mourning process, and coming to peace, or at least, understanding,
through it.
Along with the painting of my father ascending to heaven, I had one more
painting that employed a gesso/charcoal under painting that I wished to include in
the show. I greatly enjoyed Duality39 and felt that, despite the lack of sheep in the
painting, it worked well with the show. Thus, this painting that was left over from
fall 2010 semester was brought it up to the techniques I work with presently. The
painting began as a graphite underdrawing, but underneath that, invisible now, is
also has a graphite underdrawing for a painting of Luna hovering above the earth,
with ascending figures, underneath the present painting. I painted in oil over the
39
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drawing. Originally, the background was a reddish orange, but I opted for gray later
on, which I sanded and cut with a pallet knife into, to reveal some of it through the
gray. This painting was originally intended as the left exterior wing of an altarpiece,
but the altarpiece changed and this painting was no longer needed. However, I felt
connected to it, and continued working on it. The final layers are several glazes of
raw umber over a thicker glaze of black on the lower half.
The image is a self‐portrait with crosses on my hands. One hand, almost da
Vinci like in its position, points toward heaven, while the other hand, held
outstretched, points toward the ground. The cross on the heaven pointing hand is
upside down, by nature of how it was drawn on the hand. The cross on the earth
bound hand is right side up. A child of my religious background was taught to never
allow the cross to appear upside down, because it was the mark of Satan. Thus, the
upside down cross is a rejection of the religious aspiring of Christianity. However, it
is placed on the hand nearest heaven. The earth bound hand’s cross is the correct
one. Thus the two symbols, the cross and the heaven pointed hand are reversed,
causing confusion, which is exactly the place from which my poetry comes. Which
action, belief, or behavior is correct, and which one is incorrect. Some beliefs and
some actions are hell worthy trespasses, but do not seem so to humanity. And some
beliefs and actions are considered heavenly and righteous, but they might as easily
be evil. The confusion is a circle.
The final painting I completed for my show is titled Ascension’s Altar.40 In it,
two of Luna’s guardians stand, shepherding their flock toward ascension. One of the
40
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two shepherds stands at the ready, spear in hand. The other rests, his sheep head
helmet off. Behind them, figures of humans and sheep ascend toward the moon,
toward Luna, but, after passing her, they continue on. Luna is death, she cares not
what happens to her charge after they are dead. No final resting place is considered
here. Between Luna and the shepherds, there is an inscription, one I tried the least
to hide or obscure with paint. It is from Luna I, but instead of using the poem as I
wrote it, about my grandmother, I changed the pronoun so it would be a male
subject. In the painting, it reads:

She ascended here.
Tell me, Luna, if you were awake on that day,
Did she speak to you as she passed by?
Or after millions of travelers have you learned not to answer.

This painting represents the simplest meaning of Ascension, with figures
rising upwards. No metaphysical or unapparent transformation is embodied in this
painting; only simple opaque death.
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Chapter Seven: Personal Poetics

Throughout the entire process of making the paintings for my show, I have had the
outlet of poetry. Without the poems, the work would never have been made. The
poems are written in my own form of automatic writing. I sit down, often at
nighttime and outside, with an old notebook and a pen, and jot down lines, words, or
phrases for ten to twenty minutes at a time. After the initial writing session, I
reworked and edited the resulting assemblage of lines and phrases on a computer to
form a more coherent work, and correct spelling and grammar. To me, these poems
are a method of understanding my own emotions regarding the death of my
grandmother and my father, and my thoughts about a great number of other
matters.
The largest and most influential collection of poems is the Luna series, which
are written as a dialogue, or as experiences, with the moon. I began the Luna series
a six or so months after my grandmothers death, when it was apparent my father
was ill, but he had not yet been diagnosed. Most of the early ones deal with my
thoughts concerning my grandmother’s death rather than my father’s. Later, the
Luna series morphs into discussions of death in general, or the death of my father.
The fictitious cosmology present in the poems has been created via the automatic
writing process, guided by my mind, in which the Christian Trinity (God the Father,
God the Son, and God the Holy Spirit) has been altered to three other figures: the
Tetragrammaton (basically god, or the principal deity), Woman Wisdom (found in
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the book of Proverbs), and Luna, the moon and death goddess. Each of these figures,
like in the Christian Trinity, is fully equal and one and the same. However, Luna,
fully part of the Trinity, is dead. My Luna has attributes based loosely on the Greek
goddess Luna, but they are not the same. My Luna is both death and the
embodiment of death. She was once alive, at the creation, where she assisted the
Tetragrammaton in the creation of the world. However, she gave wisdom to the
human race, and was thus punished by the Tetragrammaton. Not fully realizing the
extent of her punishment, death, the Tetragrammaton inadvertently punished
himself, becoming a forgetful old man. Woman Wisdom disappears, thus Luna then
becomes the primary player in the shaping of the world through humans, through
her power of death. She is a tragic figure, for she never wanted the duties she was
given, and carries them out without mercy, because she is frozen and devoid of
thought. Woman Wisdom is the least developed of the characters in my poems, and
she is often convoluted or confused with Luna. She remains an independent figure
in several poems, or is part of Luna herself in others, yet always she remains
enigmatic, as if she had fled the world eons previously.
All of the poems in this chapter have influenced my art, except the final two,
which I wrote as a response to my art making (Devotions) or to my art itself (City).
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Luna I
O Luna, thou pale faced feminine
obliterator of the nighttime sky.
I can see the mountains
in the fullness of your light.

You will remember, Luna,
won’t you? How I talked to you
as a child new and warm to this world.
I saw in you the majesty of god’s creation

O Luna, thou far winged goddess.
I stumble in the grass, the smoke of my breath
floats momentarily next to me
and then gliding away dissolves.

Luna, you never answered me when
I asked what you were
and where you were from.
I told you my whole tale from the beginning.

But I suppose you had seen it, silently
Watching from thy lofty perch
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Sitting as Pallas above the world.
Did you spring from your father fully armed?

Why would you have watched? For what is my life?
It is even a vapour that appeareth for a time and then vanishes
away.
The vapor of my breath, exhaling the spirits of forgotten dreams
It causes me to feel light and weak kneed in the yard.

I am standing at one end of the dark house.
Above the coral bells, frozen peonies,
and the site of masculine impropriety
sits the cold lifeless portal
A room abandoned. She ascended here.
Tell me, Luna, if you were awake on that day,
Did she speak to you as she passed by?
Or after millions of travelers have you learned not to answer.

Luna, thou ancient creature guarding our nights
and obliterating the stars,
did you see, through a crack, perhaps
as she reached upwards toward you?
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She did, you know, for we saw.
She ascended, she reached, she pulled
upwards herself, grabbing at the unseen.
Before her body fell.

Did she join you, Luna, and the stars?
Will you keep from us this secret
out of your own volition?
Or rather, do you have any secrets to hide?

The cold is stunning.
My naked feet are frozen.
I return, O Luna, from your shadows to my own.
Printing my sole upon the porch’s marble, cold as winter

The warm inside beckons.
I write what sadly the language
provides poor tools to say.
My regrets and non‐regrets grow colder with time.

O Luna, is that why you are frozen?
Granted an anthropomorphic soul by man,
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and the knowledge of the heavens,
your sins were too great to bear?

*Written November 2009.
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Luna II
Luna, you cause the clouds to glow
Cold silvery blue.
A gleaming oculus in the sky
The eye of god.

The lines in the cloud form lids.
Reflected back from the other side.
Is space your retina?
Do you see in specifics or ideas?

I write lines in my head
For myself only.
Never reaching ink they rot
Buried and interred in memory.

Luna, you won’t let me see
My other gods.
Thy far winged grasp
Has led me toward and away from

Christ.
I grapple with the religion of my fathers.
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Like Jacob, I do battle with god.
I always knew I would lose.

I ignored her. She asked for me
By pet names and real names.
Three months I did not appear
What she must have thought of me.

O Luna, why didn’t you reach down
And correct my course?
I had offered sacrifice at your gate
Howling at the moon.

What my pale skinned ancestors thought
When they first learned of the events
In that city with the bone covered hill
During anno domini.

What my red skinned ancestors thought,
When they met my pale skinned kin?
What my black skinned ancestors thought
When first enslaved by Europe’s fierce god.
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O Luna, you shine on us all,
Your rays connect me to her stone.
In a way, I visit her tomb
Through your light.

The Greeks fed their dead
Wine.
Thus should I bring her
A red?

After ignoring her so long,
I just don’t want her to be alone
Sitting on the ground, her plot,
Sharing a smoke. Will she accept?

*no date.
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Luna III
Where are you, O moon.
Frozen, Luna. Are you sweeping
Up extra people from the
Far side of the world?

I looked for you, Luna,
Did you look for me?
I sought for you in the trees.
As you swept away gasping souls.

Will you take them through
The hinter?
To the border and bank of Styx?
Should I keep payment in my mouth?

Charon would take my nickel.
Would you?
Pot marked with white
Lead make up.

Glimmering and shimmering
Take the extra people now.
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Luna, you will never be overwhelmed.
Thy far winged hands catch us all.

*December 22, 2009.
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Luna IV
Selene,
I saw you at dusk, gazing through the clouds
of purple and violent orange.
You will remember, won’t you?
The Romans named you Luna
But like they and their shattered fates,
you disappeared over quick
Through the trees and mist shrouded figures.

Charging homeward over the worn out path,
my two hundred horse chariot beating across the ground.
You shined on me then, but now you are faded
Did you lose interest in our repetitious show?
All our vanity you liked not.

You gaze upon us Luna,
You care not which direction we turn.
For in the end you gaze upon us all.
You see the hapless and helpless alike.
Immortal, Selene.
It was once in your purvue to grant us lasting life in beautiful visage
Shall I remain ever asleep?
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Tossing and turning beautiful form, as the world tumbles into the
ether?

*February 2010
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Luna VI (Between Two Thoughts)41
Luna, you foul tongued far winged temptress.
the Romans were wrong
you were god all along.
mass produced madness
we sheath ourselves in Lilith's gifts,
poison and Walmart chips
vomiting up refuse as we lay
motionless while the TV tells us our goals.
You watched far above, with your
dead sea eyes and gaping craterous mouths,
waiting to take us by the hand
and lead us to our end.
Death is the separation from time
modernity, flashy lights and diamond glitz
and the embracing of your totality.
Glimmering hopelessness at the ends
of the sky.

41

This poem was written in response to “Between Two Thoughts,” the B.F.A. Exhibition of Jaime
Santos‐Prowse. While the words and ideas are mine, she deserves great credit for the inspiration of
this work.
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Did you lead the Emperor the
Christians fear, by the hand
as he fought through the sky
blubbering mess of madness
we lost a great artist in him, you know.
He is the archetype for which we aspire
Power, wealth, greatness in life.
We create, you destroy
actionlessly, the unmoved mover.
It makes as much sense for this prayer
to leave my lips and kiss yours
than to recite it to Jacob's god,
existing in the dark of everything.

I kissed death once, on the nose,
though I was unwilling, or unable,
to shake his hand. I had consigned myself
over to his black book and then
I saw the light over my body
the cold silver glowing over my bed.
Luna had come to visit me
to spy upon my actions
I had placed cuts on my soul
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no, not on my flesh with blade, I was
always too coy for that.
but the cuts bled as though they were real
They healed in time, though the scars remain
unhinged hinges of my madness
the roots of a withered tree
The soul is separate from the body.
What Greek bullshitter pushed that on the world?
bipartite souls and the ideal world.
Better would it have been for Luna to
have kissed him when he was young
than to have seen him blossom
Devilish prankster devoured by Luna's tongue.

*April 23, 2010
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The Living Room Ceiling.
My dad showed me today
a mother and child,
a work of art that
nature had wrought,
in the wooden beams
of the living room ceiling.
So long had he lain there
the knots and grain for him
figures had made.
First a damsel in distress,
then a princess,
and angels to accompany her.

*May 18, 2010
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Luna VII
The snow of past winters
burns brightly on our memories.
My eyes squint in the glare.
Luna, and her angels, fly swiftly
to her night time perch.

My mind swims back to thoughts of you.
You will remember, won't you?
When I said good‐bye?
I kissed your feet,
my tears drying slowly about your ankles.

The thought cuts me deep
to the bone. You called me
by real names and pet names,
emploring me to remain.
Luna watched as you breathed you last.

Cautious that my walls will crumble,
I walk the ancient roadbed that snakes
through the trees.
The snow is caked about their roots.
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The lifeless immortal Luna,
the second of the great lights,
lovingly caresses their withered leaves.

The scent of the fire lingers around me.
My clothes stank of the eloquence of past martyrs.
Sadness is the crux of creation.
God was alone when he stirred up the ash and lime
He was lonely when he created us, Luna, and the lost Sun.

I find my salvation in creation.
Justification and retribution
in ephemeral lines and syllables.
Luna created nothing, and so
she died. Her rotting corpse flies
through the sky, above the dirty snow.

I find sanctity written in the lines and scars of my hands.
I accept now that God exists,
or had, at some point, existed. Whether he remains,
somewhere, tilling the soil with broken plow
and ancient horse I know not.
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I do not remember, or have forgotten,
what it was like before,
when the gears of the cosmos
were sketches in the brain.

Luna knows, frozen synapses
still connected by ice rather than fire.
She was friends with Woman Wisdom once,
or so I heard long ago.

*No date
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Luna VIII
In the sky so high
Sheep tumble up
Surrounded by the detritus of life
The playthings of the divine.

In the sky so high
Sheep tumble down
Encompassed by the ruins of life
They are the playthings of the divine.

*No date. Unfinished.
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Luna IX
Humanity is death, discord, and destruction,
wrapped in a thin blanket of barbarism.
Created in god's image, we never realize
the fatalistic beauty of our lives.
Luna calls us away from her gifts
in time. She gave us, before her demise,
passion, hate, vulgarity, and sanctity,
but not revenge.
Woman wisdom measured out intuition
and a little intellect, but not enough
to discern our own madness.
The tetragrammaton toiled for an age
in the stone and flowers.
Seven days and we were created
moon, sky, and flesh.
Then he stepped out on a smoke break.
We have been left here whirling about
this sea of planets. Left, not abandoned.
As Luna picks us off, one by one.

*June 20, 2010. My first poem after my father’s death.
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Child
I was a child without any claim
to reason and pain.
Understanding only what I chose,
The flowers bloomed brightly in those days.
Memories of an idealized world I’ve never seen.
Now I’m alone with the future and a longing,
full of feelings I cannot explain.
I was a child and you held my hand,
as I grew up, always looking the wrong direction.
I was a child hiding in sunlit valleys
The warmth I’d never known.
I remember nothing with clarity.
Understand, please, I don’t choose.
The happiness of the past I can’t know if it ever existed.
Sadness only I can have with surety.
I was a child without any intention to cause pain
in sunlit valleys of my youth.
Now the rain cleanses me daily.
I keep myself harsh so I can’t tarnish
the brightness I held once as it sifted from my hands.
I loved you truly but even that was false.
I was a child without a compass,
and by the time I found myself
it was too late for salvation.
The earth stood still as I breathed my first
I had awoke to find a realm I had not made.
A cause I had not fashioned or chose.
I swept those valleys away with my misery
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My mind fragmented in separate.
I held the pieces together with adulthood
The shock of that morning was too great.
Please forgive my transgressions
Because I won’t forgive them myself.
Wandering into the woods, my feet cold against the earth.
The sun never tops the trees in the fashion
I remember from my youth.

*September 28, 2010
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Devotions
Forgotten symphonies sing
Their pages crumpled at my feet
Paint strokes,
paint strokes,
graphite smudges, the waste.
Broken instruments and
Pencils jumbled on the floor.
I kept the flowers from your grave
In vases vast they sit in their spaces
Growing cobwebs, growing dust clouds
As you sit in the ground, feeling nothing
Lost under the sand.
My dreams disturb me, sitting
In my bed surrounded by dust
The refuse of my thoughts, pencils
Broken by nervous fingers.
I drew a picture of you,
set it on fire.
I drew it anew and set it on fire.
A saint’s candle in the dark.
The music tastes dry in my mouth
As paint drips down panels glossy.
I remember watching you die.
I remember crashing violins, the funeral
Played through my head, the past
Was yesterday, was years past.
Crumbled, confused, growing.
A dull march to the end.
*March 25, 2011.
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City
An arduous walk
fermenting upon the ground.
Ideas, symphonies, tasks;
sheep in the wilderness
of concrete and steel.
Sidewalks glare with rain in the sun.
It is cold, it is frozen, the pavement
cracks under my step.
Hooves crack with their tempo.
The violins
The violent
Discordant sounds, their
anatomy twisting in the rain.
I sing, I scream, I swear
the moon was killed by her lover
and her arms reach down
bending us to her pale
tragedy. Sheep staring in the blank
under their veil.
I sleep tremulously, the light
filters through the window.
Hooves ring the pavement
That unnatural sound
That unnatural smell
Artificiality, city
Crafted by the saints
Dead to the residents
Twisted in the rain.
I have not written a poem.
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I have not crafted one nail.
They speak melodiously,
callously,
madness cowering in steel.
Sheep breath fog mixes
with pollution and fried food
The music of life
Hiccupping their drama for
those who will
walk amongst their slaughter.
Jesus was a man, once.
He built a fence.
On one side saints
and on the other sadder
sheep than ever lived.
The fence is insurmountable:
a trelliswork of debris,
contradictions,
sidewalks,
garden steps bordered by
bridge abutments and shattered
hooves.
No wonder Saturn
ate his sons.

*April 9, 2011
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Images
Image One

Raphael. The Holy Family with Palm Tree. Oil and gold on canvas, transferred from panel. Diameter:
40” No date. Edinburgh. The National Gallery of Scotland. www.nationalgalleries.org
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Image Two:

Raphael. The Holy Family Meeting the Infant St. John the Baptist (The Madonna del Passeggio) Oil and
gold on panel. 35” x 25.” About 1516. Edinburgh. National Gallery of Scotland.
www.nationalgalleries.org.
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Image Three:

Raphael. The Virgin and Child (The Bridgewater Madonna). Oil and gold on canvas, transferred from
panel. 32” x 22.” 1507. Edinburgh. National Gallery of Scotland. www.nationalgalleries.org.
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Image Four:

Leonardo da Vinci with his master Andrea del Verrocchio. Annunciation. Oil and tempera on panel.
39”x85.” 1472‐1475. Florence. The Uffizi Gallery. Image: artbibleinfo.com
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Image Five:

The Rothko Annunciation. Oil on canvas. 30”x30” 2010.
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Image Six:

Mark Rothko. Untitled 1964. Oil on Canvas. Dimensions unavailable. Collection of Kate Rothko Prizel.
Image: www.tate.org.uk
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Image Seven:

First Sheep painting. Untitled. Oil on Canvas. 24” x 24” 2010.
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Image Eight

Agnus Dei by Francisco de Zurbarán. Oil on canvas. 15”x 24.5.” 1635‐40. Prado, Madrid. Image:
www.museodelprado.es/en
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Image Nine

Zurbaran. The Adoration of the Shepherds. Oil on canvas. 105” x 73” 1638. Grenoble. Musée des
Beaux‐Arts. Image: friendsofart.net
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Image Ten:

Jan and Hubert van Eyck. Agnus Dei, a detail image of the Ghent Altarpiece. Oil on panel. 1432. Ghent,
St. Bavo’s Cathedral. Image: wikipedia.
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Image Eleven:

Cenotaph. Oil, graphite, and gesso with dentil molding on panel with frame. 3’11” x 2’1” 2011 with
elements from 2008‐2009.
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Image Twelve:

Gnostic. Oil, gesso, dentil molding on panel with frame. 6’x4’

86

Image Thirteen:

The early stage of Gnostic as portrait of my father.
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Image Fourteen:

Transubstantiation. Oil, gesso, and dentil molding on panel with frame. 6’x4’
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Image Fifteen:

Thus Saith the Lord: Like Sheep Unto the Slaughter. Number One. Oil on Panel with Frame. 2’x2’
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Image Sixteen:

Thus Saith the Lord: Like Sheep Unto The Slaughter. Number Two. Oil on Panel with Frame. 2’ x 2’
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Image Seventeen:

Thus Saith the Lord: Like Sheep Unto the Slaughter. Number Three. Oil on Panel with Frame. 2’ x 2’
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Image Eighteen:

The Lost Mystic. Oil, gesso, acrylic medium, on canvas wrapped panel with frame. Approximately
3.5’x7’

92

Image Nineteen:

Duality. Oil on panel with frame. 2’ x 4’
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Image Twenty:

Ascencion’s Altar. Oil and gesso on panel with frame. 6’ x 4’
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Image Twenty One:

Raphael. The Three Graces. Oil on Panel. 6.7” x 6.7” 1504. Musee Conde, Chantilly, France.
Image allart.biz/photos
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